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1 


THE GREEN 


The “Age of the Green” is a well-known period in modern 
Oriya Literature. A lot of controversy is associated with it. The 
main question of controversy is whether the writers called ‘The 
Green’ were able to create an age. A New Ape in literature has 
a wide connotation. It suggests a distinct trend in literature 
which helps to widen the sensibility. Every literary age has its 
own peculiar trends, its own way of seeing life as well as 
expressing it. With this individuality it helps to bring a new 
trend into the literature of the period, and starts a revolution. A 
new trend in literature, however transitory it may be in its 
nature, leaves an indelible impression on contemporary 
writers and remains as a source of inspiration for future 
generations by its sheer novelty and force. Considering the 
broad canvas a literary age is supposed to suggest, the Greens 
may not have created an age. But definitely they did start a 
movement which created ripples, however small they may be, 
in the contempora.’y consciousness. ‘The Greens’ started a 
revolution in attitude and in expression. 

‘The pioneers of the Green movement were some young 
students of Ravenshaw College, Cuttack. They formed their 
group in 1921. These students were Annada Sankar Ray, 
Baikunthanath Pattanayak, Kalindi Charan Panigrahi, Sarat 
Chandra Mukherjee and Harihara Mahapatra. All these young 
men were very conscious, and literature was a passion for 
them. They wanted to express themselves in a novel way 
through literature. Annada Sankar took the initiative and 
leadership in forming this literary group. Viswanath Kar, the 
scholar and editor of the established literary journal Utkala 
Sahitya, helped the young writers to translate their dreams into 
reality. 

When these young writers took to writing, Orissa was 
passing through a critical period. The Indian spirit, then, was at 
the brink of a renaissance. Before the arrival of the members of 
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the literary group the main literary trend in Orissa was called 
the Satyabadi trend. Gopabandhu Das, Nilakantha Das, 
Godabarisa Misra and Krupasindhu Misra belonged to the 
Satyabadi Group. Nationalism was the main impulse of their 
writings. In a typicai colloquial language they tried to depict 
the spirit of this land. The glorious past, with its golden 
heritage, tradition and culture found a place in their writings. 
The poets belonging to the Satyabadi Group were true to the 
soil and their literature had the tang of the soil. Their main aim 
was to express the ‘ego’ of the Oriya race. They were nationa- 
lists, reformers, patriots and social workers. Their works 
reflected this bias, this mode. From 1910 to 1920 the Satyabadi 
literature remained a symbol of Oriya consciousness and 
culture. But in 1920 ail these poets led by Gopabandhu Das 
responded to the clarion call of Mahatma Gandhi and jumped 
into the freedom movement. Their aim was to change the 
direction of the stream of regionalism. The Satyabadi stream 
mingled with the national stream of Indian consciousness and 
lost its identity. 

After the Satyabadi Group the poets of the Sabuja group 
emerged as a potential force on the literary scene of Orissa. At 
that time the whole nation was excited by the freedom struggle. 
The whole atmosphere of Orissa vis-a-vis India was charged 
with a sensation, so far unknown to the people. They started 
dreaming of freedom that was to be a new birth. But on the 
other hand, the whole world was shocked at the horror of the 
first World War. War stricken man was disiltusioned and 
developed a nihilistic attitude towards life. All traditiona! 
values collapsed. Enveloped by this gloom, everyone looked 
towards Russia for a new social system. Marx’s socialism had 
brought a new possibility, a new hope for mankind. Man — the 
war-trodden man — had again become the centre of attraction. 
There might be darkness at noon in the war-devastated world 
but there was.still a flash of light in the mind of man. 

The great Indian Poet Rabindranath wrote about this man 
of mysterious possibilities. His works reflect the Indian 
mystical consciousness in a most profound way. The whole of 
India was basking in the rays of Tagore. The young poets of the 
Sabuja Group shuttled between the reality of the struggle for 
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freedom of Gandhi and the mystic reality of Tagore. Besides, 
they were also influenced by the English Romantic poets of the 
19th century. They were young men with dreams in their eyes. 
But this does not mean that they were oblivious of the socio- 
economic and political problems of the day. They were, no 
doubt, influenced by the currents and cross-currents of this 
period, but the hard facts of the period were to them just a 
romantic thrill for doing something new. Never did they 
directly participate in the national struggle nor did ‘they 
express the message directly in their poetry. They created their 
own group. Imitating the ‘Nonsense Club’ of William Cowper, 
the English poet, they too formed a Nonsense Club of their 
own, At the beginning they published a handwritten literary 
magazine called Abakasa taking the initial letters of the 
names of the four members of the Group. This magazine was 
later published with the title Jugavina. This change was made 
because the earlier name did not include the name of the fifth 
member Harihar, and the title was not inspiring as it failed to 
Suggest any strength, vitality and potentiality. 

It has been already stated earlier that these poets were 
young college students. They were all worshippers of youth. 
Their chief aim was to express the spirit of youth and to arouse 
itin the society. The key-note of their poetry is youth. Green is 
the symbol of novelty and youthful vigour. It stands for revolu- 
tion. It is not chaos, not brute force nor destruction. It is a 
burning passion for some ideal. It is wild and wanton like 
Shelley's West Wind. It is both a destroyer and a creator, It is 
not unrealistic but it aims at creating a new reality through 
imagination. It is neither a blind imitation of a particular 
political creed nor an echo of any particular philosophy. 

Itis frec fromany established literaryism. These young poets 
are symbols of freedom. They react against authority both in 
theme and form. They never accept any fixity. They transcend 
the bounds of time and space. Instead of being tied to the 
presentness of the present they are lost in eternity. They accept 
everybody— creed, culture and custom have no barner for 
them. Geographical boundary cannot limit them. They are 
youth. They are green. They are free. 
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The literature, they create, therefore, voices the feelings of 
youth. It is the expression of youthful imagination and a proud 
and self-conscious' ego. It captures the pulse of a perpetually 
rebellious mind. So it is not bound by the contemporaneity of 
the time. It failed to become the emotional barometer of the 
period. Yet it represents the heartbeat of a perpetual! youth. At 
that time similar movements are found in other Indian litera- 
tures. They are labelled differently in different literatures. In 
Bengali literature they are known as ‘Kallola’, inHind;i litera- 
ture as ‘Chhayabadi’ and Marathi literature ‘Ravi Kiran’. The 
poets with this mental make-up are generally romantic. 

The chief characteristic of romantic poetry is self- 
consciousness. The ‘“egotistic sublime’ is very appropriate to 
them. They see life of the external reality in na subjective 
manner, and try to express it in their own way. They always 
remain in their world of dream and imagination. No doubt they 
are the music-makers, they are the dreamers of dreams, yet 
they havea sense of reality however feeble their grasp may be. 

The young poets belonging to the group of ‘the Green’ are 
romantic in this sense of the term. They are like young birds 
trying to experience their maiden flight. The serious life- philo- 
sophy of Rabindranath or the English Romantic poets was 
not with them. It is natural that they do not have a serious 
philosophy of life as they are very young and just starting to 
realize the depth of life. The beauty of the blue sky and the 
flash of floating clouds fill their hearts with wonder. Their 
poetry is a faithful expression of this feeling of wonder and 
beauty. Love for the distant and passion for the unknown 
enamour them. So they very often run away from this harsh 
edge of reality to a world of their own ivory tower, earning for 
them the title “escapists” : 

Keeping eyes on eyes 

And mingling heart with heart 
We shall be 

Ever be in delights of dream. 
Oh dear! 

Let us go to that land 

Where love is ever new 

And never becomes old 

Oh never. 
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This escape is not just a luxury for them. It is a means to 
realize the reality. We find the aroma of locality, the 
‘Oriyaness’ of Orissa in the poetry of Satyabadi School. But the 
poems of the Green Group lack this tang of the soit. The 
atmosphere, their expression, and even their use of language 
show ଡା they have no roots. They may belong to any country. 
Their world extends beyond the topography of a Jocality. They 
are not saturated with a sense of outer reality ; they are simply 
overwhelmed by dream and imagination. Their poems aim at 
universalization of the particular. The poem ‘Puri Temple is a 
typical romantic poem. This temple is a symbol of Oriya 
culture, and consciousness. It bears the stamp of Oriya craft- 
manship. Yet when Kalindi Charan writes about this temple it 
becomes any temple of the world. It loses its individual 
identity, 

The Sabuja Group of poetry is the poetry of youth, love and 
beauty. It is anti-conventional and revolutionary. They are not 
only influenced by the mysticism of Tagore, but also moved by 
the revolutionary spirit of Shelley and the sensuousness of 
Keats. Like Shelley they feel the heavy weight of time onthem, 
the pain of the ‘thorns of life’. They raise their voice against the 
tradition-bound society full of ugliness and cruelty. As an 
example we can quote Annada Sankar : 


I am the storm, 

Shall sweep over the land 

Over the present age. 

I am the fire 

I shall burn every thing 

The dead and the static. 

I shalt burn 

Sins and lies, greed and hypocrisy 
All the garbages of religion and faith 
The inequality, the deception 

The helplessness of the poor 

The agony of the sick. 

I shall burn 

1, the cruel, burn this offering of mother earth of God 
Without hesitation. 
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Similarly Baikunthanath accepts life as a struggle and 
dreams into that struggle and writes : 


“This life is but a struggle 

Why do you look in sorrow, my dear ; 
Why do you despair ? 

Why are you disheartened, my dear ! 

Is there any power 

That can destroy the truth ? 

You are the new, you are the green 

Light is your guide and friend. 

Won't you be thrilled in victory 

In your bad days ? 

Don't look, don’t look back. 


Can old age 

With its spectre-thin body 
Create the world of green ? 
One who blocks the road 
One who pulls from behind 
Kill them, destroy them. 
Boldly declare 

1, the fearless, march ahead 
The song of truth is on my lips. 
No power, none 

Can destroy the youth. 


These young poets, therefore, are not against reality. 
Reality is not an end in itself. It is just an excuse to renounce 
the hard facts for the sake of dreams. Their only aim is 
freedom. But they are very vague about this too. They do not 
know from what they want freedom and for what they wantit. 
They hate reality because it is, to them, a negation of dream. 
They do not want to bring a change in reality for a better 
world — better life. They want to have change just for making it 
a breeding ground for their dream. So they are not clear as to 
how to get freedom — by clearing the garbage of society, by 
burning away everything dirty and filthy or by running away to 
a safe world of dream and fantasy. So the escape and the 
change are just two sides of a coin to them ;because both are 
the off shoots of the imagination. 
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Like dream, fire is a key word in their poetry. To them fire 
is associated with warmth of passion, strength, revolution and 
purity. It is the emblem of good and healthy life. It is through 
fire they want to burn away all the darkness of life. But this 
desire to burn all on a sudden changes to languid dreaming. So 
the spark of fire clears the way for dreams to come. Instead of 
bringing a revolution it sparkles in the eyes of the beloved. This 
fire is therefore cold but beautiful. It burns for the sake of art, 
not life. 

This is the main theme of their poetry. It is based on a 
paradox covering dream and reality, acceptance and escape. 
And this paradox is the green-ness of the greens. They do not 
bother about the reality in dream. They are criticised as 
‘dreamy’ and ‘escapist’. Many accuse that their poetry has 
never voiced the problems of the age, the ‘angst’. The poems 
are as false as a feather in the wind. Most of the criticism is 
partially true. Yet their poetry could bring a new thrill, a 
sensation into the traditional poetry of the time. It could widen 
the poetic sensibity and could bring many new innovations into 
the conventional rhythm of Oriya poetry. As pointed out 
earlier, the poetry of the Greens lacks local colour and local 
spinit that are evident in Satybadi poetry. But the poetry of the 
Greens has brought ‘internationalism’ into the consciousness 
of Oriya poetry. It is these poets who have treated the so called 
conventional themes of poetry like love, woman and life in an 
unconventional way. Their mind, free from prejudice, has 
exhibited strength. No doubt dream and imagination were 
given importance in their poetry but it is only through these 
two elements that they were able to create a new world of 
dreams. For the first time Oriya reader could realize the 
significance of dream in apprehending reality. 

The greatest contribution of these poets to Oriya literture is 
the introduction of varieties of rhythm, which brought lyricism 
with all its varieties and complexity to Oriya poetry, This 
rhythm, its varieties, again is the expression of their frce spirit. 
Theyimitate the rhythm of modern Bengali poetry and their 
use of these new rhythms is not free from defects. In spite of 
this, the introduction of rhythms shows their passion not to be 
bound down by the conventional ways of expression. 
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The poetry of the green is, therefore, an expression of a 
mind free from all artificiality and dogma. It is an attempt to 
give a new tum to Oriya ‘poetry. These poets widened the 
themes of poetry, and made it more musical and spontaneous 
and thereby effected a.revolution in Oriya poetry. 

It may be a fact that the Greens were not able to create an 
age in Oriya poetry but it is time that their poetry could bring 
about innovations in Oriya poetry. It can be said about this 
poetry : “touch cannot feel it but mind is thrilled". 
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A SHORT LIFE SKETCH 


Baikunthanath Pattanayak, one of those five young men who 
by their creations left an indelible impression on Oriya poetry, 
was a poet, a revolutionary and a teacher in one. But above all, 
he wasa true man, kind, bold and dignified. He was true to his 
principles and refused to compromise with any thing contrary 
to his ideals even to his last. And only for this, his life is simply a 
lementable catalogue of sufferings. 


Baikunthanath Pattanayak was bom on 14th September, 
1904, in a small princely state called Baramba. His father's 
name was Narayan Samanta Pattanayak. Baikuntha’s mother 
was the third wife of his father, From his childhood he was 
adopted by his uncle, the husband of his father’s sister. 

Narayan Samanta, Baikuntha’s father, was an independent 
minded man: The motto of his life was “Better a ploughman at 
one’s feet than a Sexvice man at one’s knees”. For this attitude 
he could never become a ‘Yes man’ to the capricious ruler and 
was vanquishedfrom Baramba on political grounds. His house, 
all his landed property including even the family deity Narayan 
were confiscated. The Political Agent issued oders banning his 
entry to any of the princely states. The wheel of fortune turned 
and overnight this courageous man became a pauper. His only 
crime was that he refused to become a sycophant. On the 
contrary, Dinabandhu Patnaik, his foster father, was a faithful 
officer of the king . Baikuntha was brought up very lovingly by 
his foster parents. 

The stamp of his father's personality was evident in 
Baikuntha's character. His father had a love for literature. For 
some time he had taught in the Satyabadi School. With a 
good command over old classical Sanskrit literature, he had a 
profound knowledge of Bhanja literature. Frank in his opinion 
he never hesitated to speak the truth, however unpleasant it 
might be. 
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Baikuntha's childhood was spent amidst love and care. At 
the age of five he started learning the alphabet. His first teacher 
believed that to spare the rod was to spoil the child. For this 
cruelty his experience with that teacher was never pleasant. 
His health broke down. After some time he was sent to the 
Vernacular school at Baramba and in 1910 Baikuntha had to 
leave Baramba for admission to Ravenshaw Collegiate School 
at Cuttack. 

While at school he was fascinated by the ideals of the 
Satyabadi school. In 1915 he went to Satyabadi to study. But 
the climate of the place did not suit him and he was forced to 
leave it. He retumed from Satyabadi carrying the spirit of the 
school, which was a constant source of inspiration to him. 

. From Satyabadi he came to Dhenkanal and it was here 
where he met Annada Sankar Ray. 

Right from his childhood he was influenced by nature. 
Baramba with its wavy mountains and luscious forests haunted 
him like a passion. The different moods of the place, its 
cultural cadence, its jatras, songs, attracted him greatly and 
penetrated into his psyche. He had a special inclination to 
music. But music at home was strictly prohibited. One day 
while just trying to sing a song with a harmonium, he was 
rebuked by his father. After that he did not try to learn music 
but the love for music in him became more intense, This love of 
music finds expression in the haunting melody of the poems, 
which enchanted Biswanath Kar, a renowned critic and editor 
of ‘Utkal Sahitya’ a well known literary journal of the time. 

At Dhenkanal he wrote his first poem. It came through a 
dream. Once he dreamt that a goddess presented herself 
before him. She was holding a banner with a line of a poem on 
it. The muse asked Baikuntha to complete the poem. Next day 
he completed the poem, which was published in the hand- 
written magazine of the school. 

In 1921 he joined the Ravenshaw College, which marked 
the beginning of a new chapter in his life. Ravenshatv College 
opened a new vista of experience and widened his sensibility. 
He left Baramba for ever. It was at Ravenshaw College that he 
met his other two friends Sarat and Kalindi. Harihar he had 
met at Satyabadi and Annada at Dhenkanat. With them 
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the list was complete. The"Sabuja Gronp” and the “Nonsense 
Club” were formed. At that time Baikuntha was staying with 
onc of his distant relations who was a veterinary surgeon. His 
room which wasa part of the hospital was the meeting place of 
the members of the club. Annada Sankar once jokingly 
remarked, “As Jesus Christ was born in a stable so was born the 
literature of the Green in a veterinary hospital”. These young 
poets calling themselves ‘the Green’ got patronage from 
Biswanath Kar, the famous editor of Utkal Sahitya. These 
young college students also tried their hands at writing a novel 
called Basanti. It was a novel attempt and collaborative 
venture where each one of them contributed some chapters 
with the exception of Baikunthanath. 

All these five friends lived together at Cuttack for two 
years. After the Intermediate Examination Annada Sankar 
and Sarat left for Patna. Kalindi and Baikuntha remained at 
Cuttack. In 1925 Kalindi passed B.A. but unfortunately 
Baikuntha failed just for a few marks in Oriya. He graduated in 
1926. Baik unthanath was a good student but he was never keen 
on his lessons. Unlike Annada Sankar he was absolutely 
indifferent towards examinations. Once Annada secured 46 
marks in English and was shocked. He hung his answer script 
on a nail. When asked by Baikuntha about this peculiar 
behaviour, he expressed his sorrow for the disappointing 
result. Baikuntha did well and secured 58 marks. When he 
heard Annada, he said, “Let your 46 be changed to 64 and my 
58 to 40 or 46.” 


Baikunthanath was a lover of solitude. He loved to stay 
alone and liked to read books not prescribed in the courses of 
studies. But like Annada Sankar who got into the 1.C.S. he was 
never career conscious. While a student he read Romain 
Rolland, Whitman, Wordsworth, Shelley and Browning. This 
shows his insatiable hunger for study. Romain Rolland'’s Jean 
Christophe overwhelmed him. After reading the first volume 
of the novel he rushed to the village of Harihar, which was 
miles away from Puri, to procure the rest three volumes. 
Besides, he read Great Hunger, Mother, Anna Karenina. the 
Hunch Back of Notredame, works of Vivekananda, Bankim 
Chandra, Michael Madhusudan, Sarat Chandra, Jaidev, 


oo 


— 
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Chandidas, Vidyapati, Dinakrusna, Bhakta Charan and 
Abhimanyu. This wide range of his reading sharpened his 
sensibility. He was writing poetry but it was not his desire to 
establish himself as a poet. He used to say, “If I am a poet that is 
by accident.” | 

After graduation he joined the Training College at Patna. 
The New building of the college was then under construction. 
As Prefect he used to inform the Principal about the daily 
progress of the work. His Upekshita, a poetic drama, faithfully 
records his experience of this period, He got his diploma 
successfully and came to Orissa for a job but returned to Patna 
frustrated. He started his career as a school teacher at Purulia ; 
from Purulia he came to Cuttack. 

For 32 years he served as a teacher. During his tenure he 
worked as an assistant teacher and Head Master. For a short 
time he worked asa lecturer in Ravenshaw College and Fakir- 
mohan College. During the Second World War he worked asa 
Publicity Officer for three years. In 1959 he retired from 
service. Only after retirement his independent mind got the 
taste of true freedom. The two decades from 1959 to 1979 saw 
many incidents, mostly bitter. Life during this period was never 
happy. Life pressed all its problems on him. Death unfolded all 
its bitterness. Yet it could not shake his mind, his dauntless 
courage to face life and death. This strength of mind made his 
life a lesson. Like his poetry, his life has become a symbol of 
endurance, a never-ending journey. The following lines echo 
this feeling : 


Tam an autumn tree 

My leaves are pale and hectic 

I die in despair 

1 dice a premature, pathetic death 
Yet I do not mind it. 


As he grew up with the passage of time, he could realize the 
meaninglessness of every thing worldly. He too realized the 
meaninglessness of what he had written. To sing the glory of 
God is the summum bonum of his life. He used to say, “I failed 
to sing the real true song. What is the meaning in keeping these 
garbages ¥” He assimilated the essence of different faiths. 
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Vaishnavism and Buddism attracted him, but at the same time 
he was fascinated by Communism too. He welcomed the Non- 
co-operation movement of Gandhi. His poetry is a brilliant 
fusion of all these, He added fire to our freedom struggle by his 
political writings under the pen-name of “Bajra Badala” or 
“Jaradgaba™ and at the same time sang like the Baul singers of 
Bengal. So his poetry is as broad as his life itself. Tt isa poetry of 
integration. It is a poetry of life. Humanism is his-religion: 

The last days of Baikunthanath were ‘really pathetic. In 
those days he experienced the pain of loss and separation. The 
greatest blow came to him when his youngest son was 
murdered brutally at Cuttack. No doubt he had experienced 
the pang of death when his well-wisher Viswanath Kar and one 
of his sons died. But this ghastly murder was too much for him. 
Yet he accepted this act of cruelty, this persona! loss 2s the will 
of God. In his old age Baik unthanath was a tonely man. But he 
was never weak in mind and heart. The blows of life could not 
bend his head. It appeared as if he had refused to accept the 
defeat of man. 

Even in this helpless old age he had not changed his 
uncompromising nature. He faced life all alone like a bare tree 
in autumn. He had lost his son ; he was staying away from his 
wife and cooking his own food in his Cuttack residence. Yet he 
was never alone. He was never isolated from the society in 
which he was living. He was very much conscious about the 
happenings of his time. In his young age he was dreaming of an 
ideal world. But at this stage he was very much with the here 
and now. This involvement with the society was always with 
him. Even as an escapist poct he did never shirk his responsi- 
bility of a true freedom loving citizen. So he was very much 
shocked at the declaration of the emergency in 1976 and 
expressed his indignation in his writings of that peried. In these 
writings he showed his love for the country and his respect for 
the freedom and dignity of man. 

He was not a successful man so far as the materialistic 
achievements were concemed. He had not achieved anything 
worldly but he had made his life honourable and dignified. His 
life is a constant reminder of his father's motio— 
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Better a ploughman on onc’s feet 
Than a service man on one’s knees. 


In his old age he was a time-beaten man. Yet there was an 
aura of serenity around him. The non-conformist found a 
source of consolationin Lord Krishna. He was his last resort. In 
spite of all his sufferings he had no grievance against life. His 
life was full and complete. 


The cup of life 

You have filled a hundred ways 
How can 1! say you give nothing 
Oh dearest ? 

On 26th January, 1979, he breathed his last. While uttering 
the sacred name of Lord Krishna he died a peaceful death. 
Throughout his life he hated praise and honour and remained 
away from pelf and power. Su when he was honoured by the 
Sahitya Akademi for his book Uttarayana he accepted it with a 
stoic indifference. He has handed over the ownership of his 
collected works to Utkal Sahitya Samaja, the oldest literary 
organization of the state. In his deed he has mentioned that his 
royalty share should be utilised for the service and welfare of 
the needy and suffering literary persons of Orissa. His true 
Character is revealed by this act. 

Baikunthanath Pattanayak, a poet of distinction, is never a 
poet by accident. He is a philosopher-poet who has made his 
poetry larger than life. Sarat Chandra, his friend, once wrote, 
“Baikunthanath has presented a life bright and beautiful.” 
Harihar Mahapatra has remarked, “His creation is as brilliant 
as his childlike innocence.” 

Baikunthanath’s life is a catalogue of sufferings and his 
poetry is simply a faithful echo of that life. 
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THE POET 


The modem age in Oriya literature began in the late 19th 
century. 

A sense of freedom mainly from the influence of the 
exhausted and hackneyed medieval tradition was the key to 
this period. It aimed at shedding off the past with all its dead 
weights and embracing what was fresh and new. This radical 
attitude brought changes both in theme and in technique in 
Oriya Literatures. 

The West, especially England with her writers of the 19th 
century, attracted the poets of Orissa who were already 
exhausted by the artificiality of the traditional literary norms 
and convention of its theme. During this period of creative 
incubation, a breath of freshness, a new life came from the 
West and stirred the conscious minds of the land. They eager!y 
embraced this novelty which resulted in a real synthesis 
between the East and the West. It marked the beginning of a 
new outlook and a new spint. The frontiers of experience of 
Oriya writers widened and with it the image of life changed. 
Equipped with this novel awareness, the Oriya poets started 
depicting life from different angles of vision. They became 
aware of the countless varieties of human life. The writers and 
the poets tried to express these new possibilities not in 
conventional forms but in new ways learnt from the writers of 
the West. The pioneers of this age were Radhanath Roy, 
Madhusudan Rao, Gangadhar Meher, Nanda Kishore Bal and 
Fakir Mohan Senapati. With them Oriya literature, especially 
poetry, became a nest of singing birds with revolutionary ideas 
and expressions. The influence of the worn-out tradition sank 
and poets were inspired by the spirit of freedom. 

The poetry of the members of ‘The Green Group’ is an 
example of this freedom. Influenced by the 19th century 
English romantic poets and Rabindranath Tagore, these young 
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poets started writing poetry that could be labelled simply as 
romantic. Like romantic poetry, these poems were subjective 
and highly imaginative. These poets tried to express the tender 
dreams of a young man, his love and passion for beauty. They 
revealed a burning desire to transform the world of ugliness 
into an ideal land. These poets were not just dreamers of 
dreams ; they also revolted against the out-dated conventions 
of the society. The poetry of the Green Group, as discussed 
earlier, was the expression of young minds. It was the voice of 
the youth, replete with zest for life. Their poems expressed 
both dreams and reality, revolution and anguish. 

Baikunthanath Pattanayak is one of these poets belonging 
to the group of ‘the Greens’, His works represent the true spirit 
of the Group. Like all the poets of the Group his early works 
are essentially romantic but his later poems are different in 
nature. While his early poems are shadowy and dream-heavy, 
his later poems strike a realistic note. His poetry shows a 
remarkable development. 

At the beginning it is the song of youth with the white heat 
of passion but in the later stage it becomes the utterance of a 
wise man who has seen and experienced life a lot. His poetry, 
therefore, shows the progress of life itself. 

His first volume of poems called Kavya Sanchayana was 
published in 1943. His second volume entitled Uttarayana, 
meaning the last journey, was published in 1964. Besides these 
two volumes of poetry, he has written innumerable poems 
published at different times in different literary journals. All 
his poems are collected in his Collected Works published in 
two volumes. Besides poetry, he has tried his hand at drama 
too. His poetic drama Upekshita or “The Forsaken”, deals with 
the conflict between passion and knowledge. His second play 
Mukt Pathe or “On Freedom's Way” is a social play dealing 
with woman and the problem of her liberty. a 

The poems of his Kavya Sanchayana are romantic in $pint. 
All the characteristics of romanticism find expression in his 
poetry. This spirit is crystalized in the very title ‘Green . Green 
is the symbol of romanic attitude, which is subjective and 
revolutionary in nature. It is a protest against the search for a 
fixed set of laws. In this poetry a sense of refusal to look for 
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absolutes of law and harmony in the material world is revealed. 
The poet attempts to discover a means to symbolize the inner 
life. As a romantic poet he is sensitive to the spirit of mystery, 
abnormality, supernaturalism,etc. Romantic poetry claims full 
freedom of individ ual expression. It tries to express heightened 
personal emotions and feelings. In this sense the poems of 
Kavya Sanchayana are romantic. They are the utterances of a 
romantic youth who wants to express the uniqueness of the 
individual. With this end in view Baikuntbanath’s poetry, is a 
shift from the outer world to the inner world of his own being. 
This pilgrimage to his inner self helps the poet to discover the 
mystery of self. Therefore the theme of quest is essential in his 
poetry and it finds expression through the image of a journey. 
To him life is a journey and every individual is a traveller. The 
poet is to travel in this world all by himself. There is no escape 
fromit. So the images of journey’, ‘travel’, ‘tavern’. ‘inn’, ‘boat’ 
fill his poems. They symbolize nature and the significance of 
life. This is expressed in the lines : 


Iam a traveller, for ever and ever 
A stranger, an outsider 

Even in this world 

Where I sojourn. 


‘This joumey, which is a symbol of life for the poet, may be 
beset with dangers and difficulties, but has its own destination. 
Somewhere, may be in a far off place, there is an inn which the 
traveller must find : 


In this path, long and desolate, 

Know not how many mistakes I commit 

But that tavern, small and beautiful, 

Is only treasure invaluable 

In my empty life. 
This tavern is the destination of the poet. It may be an ideal 
land, may be the ultimate end or may be the realization of God. 
But the certainty of this uncertain tavern is a passion for the 
poet. It has made him mad and like all romantic poets, 
Baikunthanath also sets out in his journey to find it out. So 
again in the poem ‘Tavern’ the poet writes : 
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It is impossible to resist dear, the passion to go 
The passion to travel a distant, desolate path, 
The call of far thnlls me dear, 
Burns in core of my broken heart 
The passion to own and conquer. 
And therefore I go, considering not the 

lurking dangers 
I simply go leaving behind every thing my hearth 

and home. 

Ah my fellow travellers, who could te!l 
Where shall this journey end ? 


This stanza shows the poet's passion to take the journey and his 
thrust to know the end of the journey. The stanza ends with a 
question. The question shows the poet's desire to live and at 
the same time to know the meaning and purpose of it. This 
makes his poetry pregnant with passion and thought. 

Journey, therefore, is the central image of his carly poetry. 
It has diverse connotations. It is not just the troublesome 
journey of an individual but is a perpetual quest of the human 
soul. It is not confined to the world of objects and senses only. 
On the other hand, it is a march from this world of flesh to the 
world of fleshlessness, from a world of reality to a world 
beyond it. In a different context the journey is an escape from 
the past with all its dogme. It suggests the poet's acceptance of 
the present, the ‘now-ness’ of the present. Yet the travelling 
suggests that the poet does not confine himself to the present 
only. He aspires for the future, the eternity. ‘Journey’ has, 
therefore, two aspects. One is outward ; the other is inward. In 
the first the poet observes his society where he lives with other 
men. The poet tries to depict the problems of man in an 
indifferent society. Sometimes he raises his voice against the 
suffering of people. He creates an idea! world of his own 
imagination, an ivory tower of dream. The inwardness of his 
joumey ends in the world within where he stands face to face 
with the eternal truth — his mystic realization of God — the 
enigma of truth. The poet's ‘Manasa hansa’ reaches its 
‘manasa’, the final goal of life. 

The first made him a dreamer, an escapist and a rebel. He 
wants to interpret life with the help of imagination. This 
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imagination plays 3 vital role in his poetry. Sometimes the role 
of imagination is exalted. Even in his early poetry it operates in 
close and intimate alliance with reason. With this type of 
imagination the poet treats nature, love and memories. This 
treatment makes him a moralist, an escapist and a mystic. 
These two aspects of the central image of journey are like two 
sides of a coin. They form a single whole suggesting the 
complexities of his awareness. 

Like all his poet friends, he started as a dreamer of ideal 
love in an ideal land. In his ideal land we find cordial 
relationship, love and beauty. This beauty is one with the 
beauty of his lady-love ; it is the beauty of bounteous nature 
and above all it is the beauty of that unknown who manifests 
himself in all these things. This ideal kingdom is viewed with 
the passion of a young man who accepts no other authority 
than himself, In ‘The World of a Child he writes : 

Like autumn leaves 

All that old and hectic fall 

Swept away by wind. 

The east wrapped in smile of dawn 

Sings the song of light. 

It is He, it is God 

Who mainfests Himself in life 

In countless and vaned forms. 
It is a typical stanza showing the poet's early spint of 
romanticism. Here his vision of a new world emerging out of 
the old is expressed. It also suggests the decay of the old and 
the perpetual continuation of life. The new and the beautiful is 
full of morning glory, full of songs. Here the poet sees his God 
as incarnation of all that is beautiful. Besides, these lines show 
the poet's desire to free himself from the old and establish the 
new, It is in this quest that he hopes to meet the ideal. The 
desire to change and the passion to establish the new make him 
a rebel as well as a dreamer. This feature is typical of 
Baikunthanath’s early poetry. 

In his early phase, poetry is the dream of a romantic youth. 
Here nature plays a vital role and does not simply form the 
background of the poem. It has its independent existence. In 
the treatment of nature the poet is influenced by romantic 
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poets like Wordsworth, Shelley and Keats. He is not just 
fascinated by the external beauty of nature. He is one with it. 
Like Wordsworth he is bound to nature, which is an eternal 
source of joy. Nature has a benign influence on him. It is a 
symbol of the beauty of life and the mystery of God. Besides, 
nature soothes his mind, relieves him of his pain by reminding 
him of his love and even God. It fills his life with joy. The 
objects of nature like flowers, stars and the rainbow haunt him. 
He sings the glory of their beauty. He treats them not as 
inanimate objects. To him they are throbbing with life. So he 
welcomes nature as if it is his friend and unfolds before it his 
own heart to find relief. Expressing the idea he writes in the 
poem ‘Dawn’ : 


Throughout the life 

Iam desperate, 

My life is but a waste 

Only drops of tear 
Meaning nothing to me. 
Ah, Dawn ! 

Accept this garland of tears 
The only treasure 

Of futile life. 


Ina similar manner he welcomes the cloud to relieve the earth 
from the torture of the sun. He writes in ‘To Cloud : 


The thirsty streams call 

The barren crags call 

The dry field, trees and grass 

All call, O’, cloud come 

Wipe out the sorrow of the earth. 


In ‘Lonely Valley’ the poet describes a wild flower blooming in 
a valley. The poem evokes a romantic feeling which creates the 
atmosphere of distance and quietitude. It reminds us of 
Wordsworth’s ‘Daffodils’. To Wordsworth the flowers are the 
‘bliss of solitude’. In this poem the poet also thinks of the 
beauty of the flower and its serene appeal. The quiet beauty 
reminds him of eternal joy : 
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In the lonely valley 

You are all atone, flower, 

Lost in your own beauty 

Oh, ever beautiful ; 

You forget yourself. 

1. a mute observer, 

Shall sing my song silently 

But you go on dancing 

Dancing in Soft brevze 
engrossed and lost. 


Again different seasons cast their spell on the poet. They 
enchant him and fill his mind with joy and sorrow. They reflect 
his moods. Rain is associated with his memory and love. Like 
Kalidas's The Cloud Messenger , the rain has been personi- 
fied and the poet welcomesitasa guest and friend. He writes : 


Come, O cloud 

Come with your rumble 
Relieve the pain of the earth 
O cloud, come. 


Similarly ‘autumn’ is associated with old age, decay and 
despair. Mostly it symbolizes life with all its suffering. The poct 
identifies himself with the autumn when he sings : 


Myself a tree in autumn 
Whose leaves turn yellow and hectic by despair. 


So nature and the poet's consciousness very often coalesce. 
Sometimes it becomes the symbol of strength and energy. 
When we read the description of the cloud a mixed feeling of 
joy and fear comes to our mind. Sometimes it reminds us of 
Shelley's ‘The West Wind’ and becomes a ternble beauty 5 


Enfolding the sky all around you come 
And with you come the life eternal 
Come O, source of immortal life 

Fail not 

O cloud come. 


So nature is not just the image of the external things : it is 
associated with the poet's mind and the eternal life. Nature 
becomes the ‘everlasting msa’ and this is realized by the poet 
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who says ; 
The poet, weak and ineffectual, 
Calls you who feel the agony of iife 
Asks you, oh, the picture of eternal dances 
Where is your ever new, everlasting rasa ?! 
O cloud, come. 


Here the poet's personal experience and general truth fuse 
together. This sort of personal association with nature is found 
where the poet sings of the cycle of life — its inevitable 
consequence of old age and death. Nature has taught him the 
basic truth of life. The manifold nature becomes rich with new 
meaning and significance. It becomes a picture of life and 
death. Nature not only teaches the poet about life and death 
but also provides him a source of escape. It is to this nature that 
the poet wants to run away for beauty and freedom. Through 
this freedom the poet is bound with God. So the poet, natur 
and God are fused into one in his poetry. For this relationship 
the poet realizes the sense of freedom and this sense gives him 
the joy of life. This joy is expressed in the poem ‘T he first rain’ 
where nature is the harbinger of joy and happinvess : 

1 was thnilled 

Like the sky and the wind. 

In my song echoed 

Your free and boundless rhythm. 

All chains are droken 

All yokes were thrown aside 

The hours of captivity came to an end. 

With your love I was free 

1 was free like you, my love, 

The first rain. 


The rhythm of this poem expresses the joy of the poet. The joy 
is due to the poet's feeling of oneness with the beauties of 
nature that is the first rain. This feeling of joy is one with the 
music of the poem. The lyric entwines th emotions beautifully 
with its haunting music. 

Nature stirs the memory of the poet and it makes him 
nostalgic. Through nature his past comes alive and the poet is 
lost in the world of memories. It again makes him conscious of 
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the harsh reality. These contradictory feelings force the poet to 
be an escapist. As discussed earlier, the poet is then compelled 
to take shelter in nature. It is his only source of consolation. It 
fills his mind with hopes and possibilities. Like Yeats who sings 
“I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree”, Baikunthanath 
sings in “Fascination for the Car” : 


Distance, the far off 

Felt always in heart of my heart 
And that is the only glory 

Of this empty life of mine. 


Or in the poem ‘To That Land Shall I Go' he says : 


Where dreams come dropping 
Fill the earth and the sky 

And the wind is dream-heavy, 
Where there is no din and bustle 
And the life is not tortured 

By the scorching sun of scorn, 
Where love is lost in dream 

And youth burns with passion 
To that land shall I go 

There shall 1 fly. 


These lines reflect the poet's amour for the far. Taking all the 
beauties from nature the poet weaves the tapestry of his own 
dream land. Nature, thus, becomes a symbol of an ideal world. 
In ‘Alaka’ and ‘The Land of the Poet’ the poet describes his 
ideal land, which is his birth place. The serene beauty of nature 
and the associations of loving memories make this place 
heavenly. The heavenly beauty of the land is heightened when 
it is contrasted with the harsh world of reality : 


In that land where 

The boat of my dream 

Sails away on blue stream 

The night like a coy girl 

Steals away from the bed of dawn 
The creeper like a lover in spring 
Infatuated by the caressing love 
Shyly showers her flowers 
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And surrenders on the big boughs of her lover 
In that land where 
The boat of my dream sails. 


It is in this land of his imagination that the poet finds his dream 
real and he hears the song of life. 

In this treatment of nature the poet not only is influenced 
by the English romantic poets but also he is within the fold of 
the age-old tradition of Indian literature. His treatment of rain 
indicates this aspect of his poetry. Rain is associated with all 
that is good and benign. It is the symbol of life and regenera- 
tion. It stirs the earth with life. From Kalidas to Tagore we find 
rain to have been attributed with this quality. In the words of 
Baikunthanath : 


With nimble steps when you come 

Untfurling the veil of cloud in winter wind 
Oh serene green ! where is the room for pain 
O Cloud, come. 


This is a typical Indian spirit. Besides this, nature suggests to 
him the cruelty of life. The poem ‘Red Cloud’ is Tennysonian 
in the sense that nature has been described as “red in tooth and 
claw". The red cloud is terrible to look at and in its silence 
echoes the ‘song of death’ : 


Red cioud, O cioud of blood! 
Why do you appear 

In this terrible form ? 

Whom do you want 

For whom is your silent waiting ? 


Here the world of imagination and the world of reality lose 
their independent entity and they merge in Baikunthanath’s 
imagination. This marriage adds new meaning to nature, It 
becomes a living symbol — both of the outer world and the 
inner world of the poet. 

The love of nature is also linked with the love of beauty. His 
attitude to love at the early stage is typically romantic. His ideal 
land is also associated with ideal love. This ideal love is very 
wide and complex. It starts with physical love but at a later 
stage it mounts toa spiritual height. Woman for him is a symbol 
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of physical beauty as well as an incarnation of strength. Besides 
being the beloved, she is mother too. She is a source of inspira- 
tion and support to the helpless lonely man who wanders like a 
rudderless boat in the stormy sea. The sonnet ‘The woman’ 
reminds us of Shakespeare's ‘Let me not to the marriage of true 
minds/Admit impediments’. 

In the uncertain path of life 

Secretly but suddenly is met 

The woman force, universal, all pervasive 

In the form of a mother, sister, wife and friend 

To bind the life of man with warm intimacy. 
The man-woman relationship with all its delicacy is expressed 
in poems like ‘The Incomplete’. ‘The Cowmaid Accuses’, or 
‘The Love of Cowboy". In these poems the poet describes love 
with all its ecstasy and agony. 

Love has another dimension in Baikunthanath’s poetry. It is 
an ardent desire, a thirst to be one with some thing big and 
beyond. On the one hand, it embraces the whole mankind and 
on the other, something mysterious. This desire combines the 
simplicity and innocence of a child and the indifference of a 
mendicant. The poet's love comes in the form of a village girl 
or in the form of the princess of Videha. Sometimes it is the 
memory of sweet dream or the pang of cruel reality. Whatever 
it may be, it is beautiful and intimate. Love is a pleasant agony 
to the poet. He wants to experience the pang of this love and 
wants to own it totally, Love is complete surrender of the tover 
before the object of love. The poet is influenced by 
Vaishnavism. It is a mystery and at the same time a reality. 

On one level! love is passionate. This passionate love finds a 
beautiful expression in ‘The Fairy Tale’. It is a tale of love that 
knows no law. It is beyond all criticism. It is simply the union of 
two hearts based on understanding : 


In the streets of Mithila 

They moved hand in hand. 

People teased and laughed and talked 
So many things about them. 

But like the smiling moon 

The minstrel softly murmured, 
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‘Oh dear ! I could free my life 
Overcast with shadows of death 
Only through the song of love 
The song 1 sang for thec. 


In this poem the poet brings out the mystery of love. It is 
beyond al! reason and custom. 

But this is not only the aspect of love described in 
Baikunthanath’s poetry. Love, in his poetry, is fused with 
complete surrender before the supreme object of love. It is 
different from the love expressed in ‘The Fairy Tale’, which is 
mysterious because it is peculiar and transcends any common 
reason. But the love we are talking about has its own reason 
which is beyond our reason. It is mystic. The poet surrenders 
himself before his love, completely. This love is identified 
with God. The poem titled ‘Arati’ reflects this feeling. The 
influence of Madhusudan Rao and Rabindranath is very much 
evident in these poems. In these poems the emotion of love is 
transformed into bhakti and the poems end in beatific vision. 
The poem ‘Serenade’ shows this characteristic mysticism of 
the poet : 


As fragrance mingles with the wind 

Rivers flow to the sea 

As moonbeams embrace the vast green field 
So I become one with thee. 


These lines show the poet’s buming desire to merge with the 
desired object. It reaches the level of a passionate prayer. This 
desire helps the lover to transcend the agonies of flesh and 
attributes immortality to mortal life. 


The fatal mistakes, the piercing pain 

Are but normal! things of life. 

Iam only a wounded soldier 

Leaving behind the bounteous games of time 
Have come to you bleeding, 

Come to you to become immortal with thy love. 
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or, 
You are the complete, you are the whole 
You are the truth, immortal and beautiful 
Therefore I cry for thy lotus feet 
Always I cry for thee. 

or, 


Amidst the fever and fret 
Amidst the encircling gloom 
Only a candle burns 
The candle with a ray of hope. 
Everything else is untrue 
Wealth, fame and pride 
Thoughts for sons and daughters 
Everything is untrue, a lie. 
(The Worship) 


These lines show the poet’s religious mind free from all dogma 
and ritual. It suggests a broad, catholic mind. 

What the poet describes as his with deep faith in ‘Dearest’, 
‘Lord of life’ is his God — a symbol of completeness. To 
achieve this faith he has taken to the path of bhakti. The 
Radha-Krishna faith is very deeply roused in his mind from his 
very childhood. Therefore he writes : 


With faith, love and bhatt in heart 
The poet-sage will move and move 
In quest of truth. 


Love which is a trinity in the poet's thought is a means to 
embrace his ‘Lord of life’, But this lord is also the lord of 
mankind. This love may be mystic but not divorced from life. 
‘The poet wants to realize life through such love and through 
life; he wants to realize the ultimate truth. He is a traveller 
seeking to find this love and truth. So the journey of the poet is 
from darkness to light, from despair to hope and from death to 
immortality. For this he is au rebel, n sage and a minstrel, When 
the mystic realization mingles with the sense of reality, “we find 
poems like ‘The Silent God’. The poem has two levels of 
meaning. On on? level it givesa beautiful description of God as 
a symbol of love and sympathy. It is he who carries the heavy 
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weight of life. He is all love, and everything big and small is 
equal before him. But man is limited. Blinded by the achieve- 
ments of his civilization he forgets the truth, and tortures the 
lord. The religious faith mingles with a sense of criticism of life. 
He writes in ‘The Silent God’ : 


With the touch of your tcars 
The thunder melts, 

From the mute mountains 
Burst out tears. 

O silent God ! the immovable ! 
The ever neglected, ever good 
Thy tears of love 

Have touched the heart 

The heart of this poor poet. 


The love of God touches him. The poems are all prayers 
soaked in sincere love or ardent bhakti ; the poet is devoted to 
God who is compassion incarnate. The poet is helpless and 
ignorant. Like Tennyson he is also crying like an infant for 
light. In ‘Arati’ he writes : 


Like an ignorant boy 
This poet cries, 

And with him cries 

The human child 

With a bang in its heart. 


This cry isa passionate one to find Him, to be one with Him. He 
is God, form of all forms. So the poet writes : 


You are the form of all forms 

Life of all lives, 

How can I meet you 

Teil me, O God. 
This feeling for God infuses the poet with the strength and 
confidence by which one can face the problems of life, In 
‘Arati’ he writes : 

With your light 

Let my life unfold 

Like a lotus, white and beautiful, 

With your love and faith 
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Let me get the strength 
To face the frowns of life. 


Here the poet and the philosopher have become one. 


This realization is both in the world of senses and in a world 
beyond it. The world beyond the bound of senses is also a 
reality to him. The world of mysticism made him an outsider in 
this world. ‘The tavern” is a symbol of that reality. Illustrating 
the point he writes : 


Ata far off place lies the tavern 

Have you seen it, oh, my fellow travelers ? 
It is a mine of splendours and charms 

And its beauty is beyond description. 


In his ‘The Song of The Journey’ the poet refers to his self as 
‘swan of soul’ that shall fly to manasa. This manasa has many 
interpretations. It may be the mind and the soul of the poet. It 
is a different land. It is different from the world of nature 
though at one level it means the lake of manasa. It is different 
from the world of the poet’s dream as expressed in his early 
poems. It is the world of his soul — his Atman. Itis the world of 
god within, as well as, without the world of senses. The swan 
reminds us of Yeats’ ‘Wild Swans at Coole’ where the poet 
treats the swan as the symbol of immortal soul. To Baik untha- 
nath the swan is also his soul. It is a part of God. His life is a 
migration from the abode of God, manasa to this world and 
return from this world to manasa will complete the journey 
bringing completeness to his life Because it is a sort of home- 
coming to the ultimate destination that is God. 


Swan of soul as Iam 

I shall fly to manasa, my home and destination 
Owing to my own folly I have lost my path 
And in my ceaseless wander 

It is your nectar of love 

That quenches my hunger and thirst. 

Being that nectar intoxicated 

I desire this earth. 


This stanza shows the poet's God-—consciousness and at the 
same time the limitations of human life. He is caught in the 
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quagmire of living and forgets his ultimate home. He wants to 
go back there. This is not escapism. This is mystic realization 
of truth — a firm grasp over his own reality. Therefore he 
wants to go ahead, if necessary all alone, towards his 
destination. The poet realizes that this journey will lead him to 
the destination of his life. 


All alone 

I set my lonely voyage 

With current as my only companion 
Ah, this voyage 

The pleasant voyage to the distant 
With the sweet murmur of the stream. 


This voyage is the voyage of the soul to realize the truth. The 
voyage is irresistible. The poet is completely enchanted by it 
because he hears the call of the flute of his lord in his heart. 
This is something different from his early experience when the 
poet was fascinated by nature and was running to her for the 
fulfilment of his hream. but here the poet has realized the truth. 
This escape is not a luxury now, It is mandatory —an obligatory 
one. 


In the bower of my life 
I hear his flute 

In my every breath 

1 hear his foot-steps. 


This is the presence of lord of life. He is present in the heart of 
his heart. It is his life-force : 


He is the lord of my life 

He is with me always 

Present for ever in my life's path 

Let my ship sail 

In His sea. 
This lord of life is not just the lord of an individual. He is the 
lord of evertlowing perpetual life. He is the consciousness of 
eternal truth. The quest for Him is an inward march. The 
poetry of Baikunthanath is the song of this pilgrimage to his 
own soul. 


Truth, beauty and love are three conscious points in 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


THE POET It 


Baikunthanath's poetry. All these three are united to form his 
experionce of life, his consciousness. In order to express the 
varieties of this experience, the poet combines the exuberance 
of a youth, of a lover with the objectivity of a philosopher. So 
the lover of life is not confined to the world of objects. It is the 
result of emotion and intelligence. So with the passage of time 
the youthful vivacity gained the depth of wisdom. The ripeness 
of experience is the result of the integration of dream and 
reality. 

The word ‘reality’ has different significances in 
Baikunthanath’s poetry. It is a romantic world of dream 
realized through imagination. It is again a mustic, the poet 
the senses and reason. As a romantic and a mystic, the poct 
makes these two worlds his own, Besides these two worlds 
there is another one which he never neglects. It is the world of 
everyday life. The dreamer is very much conscious of this 
world. In his early stage when he was a dreamy romantic this 
awareness of the hard facts of life was present in embryonic 
form, In the later stage this awareness becomes very 
prominent. From the very early stage his mind is a confluence 
of different contradictory ideas like Gandhism, Buddhism and 
Communism. These ideas fuse in his mind to form a new 
whole. In his early phase he even wrote a poem like ‘To My 
Green Friend’ where he sees life as a struggle and gives a call to 
face it : 


Life is a struggle, oh brother ! 

Why do you despair 

In pain and sorrow ? 
This struggle is both for the individual and for the group. It is 
social, economic, political and moral. The- poet sees the 
struggle of the ordinary poor just for survival, He draws very 
realistic pictures of such poor people. His poem ‘Rickshaw 
Puller’ or ‘Harijana’ are examples of this. The poem depicts the 
suffering of the poor and at the same time it criticises the 
unsympathetic attitude of the rich towards the poor. The poem 
is full of pathos marked with subtle irony. A note of protest 
against the inhumanity of the rich towards the poor can be 
marked : 
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With a broken heave of sigh he got up 

All his dreams melted, all despair 

Gazing at the topless towers of the city | 

The rickshaw puller was on the road again 

Clutching his rickshaw 

And the lot of a beast of burden. 
Another pathetic poem is ‘Uma’. Here the poet very beautifully 
describes the fate of an Indian woman. In spite of her educa- 
tion, beauty and ideal the woman in this country is a victim of 
tradition. The only aim of her life is to marry and bear children 
and in this process to die inch by inch, Yet she is helpless and 
accepts everything as her inevitable lot. The poem depicts the 
tragedy of woman, and at the same time, is a criticism of the 
traditionbound Indian society. The irony of the poem is very 
clear in the following lines : 


Yet she is a sati 

A living Savitri in this age of Kali. 

In patience she can even surpass 

The silent gods of stone. 

When asked 

Asked about her high ideals 

And the colourful dreams she saw in the past 

She breathes a deep sigh 

And simply remains standing 

Looking down and silent. 
In these poems the poet is a sympathetic observer of man and 
society. The condition of society pains him a lot and fills his 
heart with anger. He becomes a rebel. As a revolutionary poet 
he wants to expose the hollowness of society. As a rebel he 
combines in him the dual rote of a reformer and a satirist. His 
only aim is to establish the right and the dignity of man. From 
his father he has inherited the spirit of a fighter and in his life he 
has never hesitated to call a spade a spade. This boldness 
mingled with the spirit of mockery generates a poem like ‘The 
Kingdom of Fox’. This poem gives a slice of our life where all 
values have been lost, and “mere anarchy is loosed upon the 
world”. He mocks at such a society and exposes the hypocrisy 
of its members : 
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You cunning hypocrite 

We have seen enough 

Enough of this game of guile 

Now the time is ripe for Kali to appear 
Otherwise who will remove this black splinter 
From the society of black marketeers ? 


Similarly in a poem like ‘Charu Mazumdar’ he writes about a 
rebel who failed in his life. Yet his failure brings new hopes. His 
death paves the way for the new birth. The poet eagerly waits 
for that day when Kesava would be bom and with him a new 
dawn would appear. 


Helpless 1 

Eagerly wait for that eighth birth 
When arnidst the sound of conch 
Kesava would be born 

And the earth would heave 
A.sigh of relief. 


Here the poet very beautifully takes the help of the myth of 
Krishna to describe the present. These poems show the poet’s 
zeal to change the society. Here the poet is very much cons- 
cious of the man of flesh and blood. His manasa is now not the 
leafy world of nature nor the mystic transcendence ; it is this 
world, here and now. He is very much conscious of politics but 
his poetry is never a manifesto of any political creed. As a 
responsible and conscious citizen he expresses his reaction 
whencver he feels that our democracy is threatened. Baikun- 
thanath is a religious rebel whose chief aim is to protest against 
wrong and injustice. His reaction during the Emergency is an 
example of this. His last poems are based on political themes. 
In his poetry romanticism and progressivism move hand in 
hand. 

Besides these trends of romanticism, mysticism and harsh 
realism, there is another aspect of his poetry. It is lis 
metaphysical mind. This is not absolutely different from the 
previous trends. It is rather the more mature aspect of all those. 
It shows his flexible mind to form new wholes out of emotion 
and thought. His sonnet sequences called ‘Memonies’ and ‘The 
Philosophy of the Earth’ reveal the poet's maturity of 
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experience. Memory and death are the central theme of these 
poems. In the poem ‘Memory’ a sense of loss is expressed in 
elegiac tone. In these twenty-five sonnets the poet remembers 
his most valued friend Viswanath Kar. A personal loss has been 
generalized here. The poet describes his sorrow as a contrast to 
the calm and tranquillity of nature. This contrast heightens his 
sense of sorrow. The pang of separation makes the poet 
conscious of the fundamental truth of life. In his consciousness 
are fused the simplicity of a child and the maturity of an old 
man. This earth with all its attraction fills the mind with the joy 
of life, the desire to life but the vacuity of death puts an end to 
everything. The sonnet begins with a personal loss but ends in 
the realization of universal truth. These sonnets are the poet's 
study on the relation of death with life. It is a living continuity. 
This realization helps the poet to shun his sorrow and accept 
death as a natural consequence of life. Memory alone remains 
as the only treasure of life. 

Death is also the central theme of the forty sonnets in the 
sequence ‘The Philosophy of Farth’. With this death also is 
linked life. The source of all this is the soil of the earth. 
Everything comes from it and ultimately mingles with it. It 
begins with how the poet has buried his son. The soil where the 
son of the poet sleeps is sacred to the poet. He writes : 


Beside that far off river in a deep pit 
1 have buried you with my own hand 
Over your head is the boundless blue sky 
At your side is the serene green forest 
And at your feet the stream murmurs 
with the perpetual source of nectar. 


It is a tragic description where the poet describes his sense of 
loss. The earth appears to snatch away the dearest possession 
of the poet. This fills his heart with intense sorrow. But he can 
realize the basic truth : 


The sacred earth 

The source from which all lives come, 
To it all retum, to mingle at last. 
That is the pride, the glory of all, 
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To the poet the earth is the symbol of experience and wisdom. 
His feeling of loneliness, the consciousness of death and the 
nostalgic reminiscences of childhood days atl mingle together 
to form the complexity of realization about life and death. 
Death brings sorrow but it is the earth that heals everything. 
She is the primordial mother— symbol of love and consolation: 


The unending earth, the soil, the eternal mother 
Both of us are born from her dear, you and I. 


This is the realization. It begins from death and ends in the 
acceptance of life as an eternal flow. The earth teaches this, It 
is the quintessence of truth. The earth is the truth, the indivi- 
dual life is transitory and illusory : 

Ina dark corner of this vast creation 

You are a feeble candle fluttering to die. 

Countless candles once struggling like you 

Have already been extinguished and gone. 


This is the metaphysical realization of the poet about life and 
death. This life-death relation is a pre-occupied theme in the 
poetry of Baikunthanath finding expressions in different times 
in different fonmns. In ‘Kisa Goutmi’, taking the story from 
Jataka, the poet tells the story of a mother who has lost her only 
son. Lord Buddha taught her the fundamental truth of 
creation. At last Kisa says ¢ 


1 do not want my lost chiid back, oh lord, 
There are hundred mothers like me 
Ignorant as 1am, show me the path 

Lead me on. 


Through death comes at last the understanding of life. 

This is the outline of his thought. It is a brilliant mosaic of 
different ideas crystallized through the experience of living. In 
his poetry different experiences, some times contradictory, 
merge together. He starts his career as a typical romantic 
escapist but in his old age he becomes a satirist. He is a mystic 
lost in the world of mysticism but at the same time shows 
intense interest in the world of senses. He is a teacher, a 
reformer and a revolutionary. So he is many in one. His poetry 
shows many trends. The poem “Images Contradictory’ des- 
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cribes this quality of his poetry. Whatever may be the case 
Baikunthanath is a poet of life. He sings of the glory and the 
enigma of human existence. 

From the very beginning of his career, as a poet of the 
Green Group, we find him as a rebel. His poetry has the spirit 
of the nonconformist. This spirit is evident in his attitude to 
life and literature, He wants to free poetry from the shackles of 
conventionality. He, in his creation, has introduced varieties of 
form and rhythm. Ballad and sonnet are two forms favourite to 
him. In ballads he perfected his narrative style. The skiliful 
manipulaGon of imagination and reality with appropriate use of 
language makes his ballads talking pictures. In them the poet 
weaves dream and reality into one, ‘The Fairy Tale’ is an 
example of this : 


When she smiles 

Autumnal sefalis rain from the boughs. 
On the bank of the river Ganga 

The forest of white kasa quivers. 

The boatman in his song sings about her— 
Sings about her merchant father 

Whose palace stands in Mithila. 

And how to land onhers 

The clouds float and float 

Like an indifferent youth sad. 


In sonnets he finds a suitable form to express his meditative 
mind. A single wave of emotion is expressed with economy of 
words. 

Baikunthanath is a serious poet who sees life from a variety 
of angles. His poetry, therefore, lacks humour. Even his satires 
are serious and biting. The most striking quality of his poetry is 
its haunting music. Throughout his career he may not be a 
dreamer of dreams but definitely a music maker whose poetry 
appeals to us for its rhythm and varied rhyme. His description 
of a poet is appropriate to his poetry : 


His haunting melody 
Is sweet fragrance that maddens 


When stom of sorrow shakes life. 
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Unconscious he lifts his Veena 

And the song he sings 

Brings light of hope and confidence 

On the face of countless men and women desperate. 


His poetry definitely brings light of hope and confidence in the 
mind of the reader. He is a philosopher, a rebel, a teacher but 
above all he is a poet who is sincere to his art and to himself. So 
when he says ‘If at all 1 am a poet that is an accident)it is a half 
truth. Poetry with him is not an ‘accident’, it is his very breath. 
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THE PLAYWRIGHT 


Baikunthanath wrote two plays. One is Upekshita (The 
Forsaken} and the other is Mukti Pathe (On Freedom's Way). 
Both the plays are experimental, In these two plays he has tried 
to fuse his poetic quality with the realistic observations of the 
contemporary society. Baikunthanath, though essentially a 
subjective poet, reveals himself in these plays both as an objec- 
tive observer of the world around and an introspective philo- 
sopher-poet exploring the world within. 

Upekshita is a poetic drama. The time of the play is the 
Middle Ages. The venue is Nalanda. There are only two 
characters. They are Debadutta and Chhaya. In connection 
with the theme of the play the writer remarks that he has tried 
to dramatise the conflict between knowledge and instinct. The 
conflict of the play is the conflict between the different aspects 
of the mind. History, in this play, only creates the atmosphere 
and the setting. 

The play is complete in one scene depicting the dialogue 
between Debadutta and Chhaya before her departure from 
Nalanda. The dialogue is very poignant and expresses different 
levels of awareness. It analyses two different attitudes to life. It 
is not an action-packed drama, not even a social document. It 
is a drama of human emotions and feelings. 

Debadutta is a student of philosophy. He is handsome and 
intelligent. Chhaya is a daily labourer — young and beautiful. 
She works on daily wages at the construction of the school 
building. She is very poor and has come to Nalanda to earn her 
daily bread. She had a glimpse of Debadutta two years ago and 
from that day he has become the hero of her dreams. At the 
time of departure, the memory of the past brings tears to her 
eyes. She simply cannot bear the idea that Debadutta, her 
living dream, is going to become a painful memory. 
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Ironically neither Debadutta nor Chhaya knows each other 
directly. They have never met, never talked. Yet Chhaya is 
crying. The two characters meet on the day of departure and 
the play begins with Chhaya’s reply to the question of 
Debadutta as to why she is crying. Chhaya cannot give any 
reply. The usual feminine shyness does not allow her to 
speak-out. Along with the- shyness, she is also very much 
conscious of her social position. This too makes her dumb 
before Debadutta. She is poor and therefore she has no right to 
establish relationship with a well-to-do bramhin master. This 
will make her a laughing stock of society. This is the greatest 
humiliationa woman faces in the society. Therefore she says : 


We the poor are always unhappy, 
Always afraid of our masters. 


Again she points out the perpetual fear of a woman, especially 
poor, in the society. She remarks : “How is it that you do not 
know anything about the fear and suspicion that are always in 
the mind of a wornan !"” These two lines of Chhaya unfold two 
worlds of woman before Debadutta. One is the world of a poor 
woman with all her helplessness and the other is the mysterious 
mind of every woman. The drama begins with the conflict of 
these two worlds, sociai and psychological. 

On the other hand Debadutta also observed Chhaya many 
times in secret, The beauty of Chhaya stirred his young mind. 
But she failed to divert him from the study of philosophy. He is 
a student of philosophy and wants to understand life through 
his philosophy. Besides as a student of philosophy he is an 
orthodox brahmin too. He cannot understand the mind of 
Chhaya, because he sees life through his books. To him woman 
is simply ‘Maya’. The woman of flesh and blood is reduced toa 
philosophical concept in his mind. Debadutta again cannot 
accept Chhaya. The question of society and caste has crept 
into the basic relationship of man and woman. With this, 
another conflict starts in the play — the conflict between social 
self and real self, conflict between feelings and learnings. 


But Chhaya lives in her dream. It is her only source of 
consolation. She has accepted the dream as her only reality. 
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Society and knowledge have no meaning to her. She has only 
one reality, her mind and feelings. This she treasures. She 
say's : 

Unfortunate I am 

I live in dreams 

And for that dreams only 

Iam blessed. 


Chhaya is the symbol of innocence and simplicity. Her words 
are the expression of a simple life free from all artificiality. But 
it is rich with experience and authenticity. On the other hand, 
Debadutta an educated and cultured young man cannot accept 
this sort of simplicity easily. His mind is clouded by dogma and 
education. With a mind full of doubts he asks many questions. 
To his sceptical mind the simple words of emotion of Chhaya 
appear to be mere desire and temptation. So like a philosopher 
he utters with all seriousness: 


This cry of flesh 
Comes like a curse, a biting curse 
To destroy man and his life. 


Debadutta fails to understand the simple dream of an innocent 
girl. He takes refuge in the complicated theories of philosophy. 
But to all these high sounding philosophical! ideas the simple 
reply of Chhaya is assertion of life with all its simplicity and 
innocence ; 


Iam just a dreamer 

My life is an unending dream. 
With the lord of my life 
Thrill alf hopes, 

Hopes of dreams. 


Chhaya is the call of life, She is the epitome of simple, innocent 
life. The wisdom and the scholarship of Debadutta become 
useless before innocence. This interaction of passion and 
intellect, innocence and artificiality, is the essence of this 
poetic drama. 

‘For the first time Devadutta can fee! a new experience, $0 
far unknown to him. Like a huge wave the truth of love surges 
before him. Chhaya is the cause of this realization. She is the 
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symbol of the woman who has illuminated the dark mind of 
man. It is woman who brings completeness to man. The love of 
a woman is far above the consideration of caste, creed and 
social dogma because she is beauty and love in one. So it is 
through Chhaya that Debadutta realizes life which is larger 
than philosophy. 

With this realization Debadutta faces another conflict. He 
thinks this experience to be the inherent weakness of man for 
woman. The philosopher in Debadutta is at war with the viva- 
cious youth in him. He is again at the cross-road of life puzzled 
and hesitant. In him goes on a conflict between love, the call of 
life and the demand of knowledge. He accepts the path of 
knowledge. He is defeated but he is never sorry for it. To him 
the attraction of life — the dream of woman ~— is injurious to 
his way of life — the way of a seeker of truth and knowledge. 


This refusal is too much for Chhaya. It is more painful than 
her poverty. It is the pain of a dreamer that breaks at the 
middle. The play ends with separation. 

The conflict in the mind is the essence of this poetic drama. 
It records the conflict of different attitudes. The emotionally 
charged theme, the pathos and the contrasting emotions find 
natural expression in this poetic play of Baikunthanath. The 
Forsaken is neither a problem play nor a social document. It is 
a drama of feelings. The influence of Rabindranath is very 
clear on this play. It reminds us of Tagore’s Kacha and 
Devayani. 

The play js a successful experiment which emphatically 
establishes the poetic qualities of Baikunthannath whose 
passion is not to present a photographic reproduction of the 
external world but to probe its psyche, 

Mukti Pathe (On Freedom's Way} is Baikunthanath'’s 
second play. It is a social play dealing with the liberty of 
woman. It is written in prose. As a pcet of the Green Group 
Baikunthanath is a typical romantic poet who loves to create a 
world of dream and imagination. But romantic as he is, he is 
never indifferent to the problems of society. His play On 
Freedom’ Way is an example of this consciousness. 

Woman's liberty is the central theme of the play. The 
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position of a woman in our society, her conflicts and desire to 
get freedom are the problems the writer wants to bring to the 
surface. The play centres round the conflict between the desire 
for freedom and the inherent feminine nature to cling to 
conventional life, 

The two main characters of the play are Pundarika and his 
wife Aparajita, nick-named Geeta. Pundarika represents the 
values of middle class society. He knows his limitations and 
also knows that in his world of poverty, love for music has no 
place. But Geeta is a lover of music. The play begins with the 
scene in which Geeu is singing a song. When she stops singing, 
her husband enters and starts criticising her for her song. This 
incident shows that the husband and wife are not leading a 
happy life. Geeta is not understood by her husband. Her 
husband always tries to impose his views on her. Geeta wants 
freedom from the fold of a life where she is not allowed to live 
her own way. For such a strained relation between husband 
and wife, Geeta blames the society, which fails to create love in 
the mind of the individuals. Such a society cannot have any 
right on its members. It must be changed. But Pundarika 
clearly expresses his inability to change the society. Hence the 
conflict between husband and wife. 

In spite of these conflicts Geeta still remains a typical 
Indian housewife. Her only aim is to make her husband happy. 
To fulfil this aim she is ready to make any sacrifice. But to her 
husband this attitude appears to be mere pretension. 
Pundarika is an ordinary man who accepts everything as his 
lot. He lacks courage to question it. 

Unhappy Geeta comes in contact with Kshyama and Jaya, 
two women leaders fighting for woman'’s liberty, and as such 
they want to revolutionize the society. They have invited 
Geeta to attend their meeting. But Geeta declines to go 
without the consent of her husband. The two leaders condemn 
such an attitude of Geeta as mere servitude. To them this sevile 
attitude is the darkness that surrounds the mind of woman. 
Their biting criticism fails to move Geeta. 

To Pundarika freedom is associated with a sense of 
responsibility. Freedom is not licence ; freedom can only be 
achieved through self-control. Pundarika also believes that 
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home is the proper place for woman. In an ideal home a woman 
occupies the position of a goddess. Pundarika is always 
realistic and abhors sentiment. The view of Pundarika aggra- 
vates the conflict in-Geeta. The desire to be free becomes 
intense in her. So one evening she goes out to attend the 
meeting without informing her husband, leaving the house in 
charge of Dama, the forty-five year old servant. Dama is 
surprised at this unusual behaviour of Geeta. His reaction is 
very significant. It is the reaction of the conventional society. It 
may be the voice of the conscience of Geeta. may be her own 
fear deeply rooted in her unconscious mind. 

Love for freedom and the attraction of the outside world 
bring Geeta out of her home but very soon she is disillusioned. 
She meets the poet, supposed to be the spirit of the movement. 
She is not happy with him and returns home frustrated. When 
asked by her husband about the movement, she fails to give any 
answer. 

Time slips away. Pundarika is seriously ill. He is lying in his 
bed surrounded by Geeta, his son and daughter. One day a 
Christian lady, Utpalabarna, comes to see him with a doctor. 
She is the classmate of the beloved of Pundanika, Both Geeta 
and Utpalabama try their best but cannot save him. 

Next we see Geeta asa widow. Utpalabarna comes with the 
poem written by Pundarika. Both of them pay their homage by 
placing flowers on the portrait of Pundarika and sing a song. 
The play ends with Geeta singing an elegiac song all by herself. 

The importance of the play lies in its subjectmatter— 
woman's lib. This modern theme shows the writer's a wareness 
of the contemporary problems. Though the play is written in 
prose, song plays a very important role. It begins as well as ends 
with the song of Geeta. Song is the source of conflict between 
Geeta and Pundarika. It stands for the individuality of Geeta. 
Again it is the poem of the poet that makes her conscious of 
the ugliness of the external world, So song on poetry is 
organically related to the theme of the play. It is not only 
helpful for the atmosphere of the play but it is also symbolic in 
its appeal. The song of the beggar is also suggestive. The 
beggar is singing the song of liberty which Geeta cannot. So the 
appeal of the play is poetic. The play projects a problem but it 
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fails to offer any solution. Geeta wants to revolt but she docs 
not know about her aim. Like Nora in Ibsen's Doll's House she 
cannot leave her house with a bang. At the end of the play 
Geeta remains as helpless and lonely as in the opening of the 
play. She remains a typical Indian woman, probably contented 
with the burden of the society. In spite of this the play 
suggestively and successfully depicts the character of an 
Indian woman. 

It is a play bordering on sentimentality. Too many songs 
accompanied by long philosophical dialogues make the play 
very slow moving. 

These two plays of Baikunthanath are different in their 
theme and style. But both reflect the poetic mind of the author. 
The imagination of Baikunthanath is a poetic one in which 
there is a fine blending of thought and emotion, idea and 


passion. 
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SOME POEMS IN TRANSLATION 


THE QUESTION 


Is this you call life ? 
Just to look and look 
With longing eyes ? 


Is this life, Oh, is this 
Just to sit in a lonely cottage 
And sing a melancholic song ? 


The scattered clouds, wanton and wild 

In a moumful voice cry 

‘Where is she you long for ? 

Come, forgetting the world and every thing 
Lert us be mad and sing a wild song. 


Once in the distant past 

We blundered and ran after 
What is false and illusory 
And lost everything. 

Won't they return any more ? 


‘The peace and joy of those days 
Even in the form of a dream 
Short and transitory ? 

Won't 1 feel 

The tender touch of those hands 
In my anguished life ? 

Won't the rain come 

The cool, gentle rain 

Even for once ? 


Are they all so useless 


The drops of tear 
So dearly treasured ? 
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Ah, let us fill the heart 

With the image of our dear one 

To dream and dream like a lover 

And fill our hearts with hope and pleasure. 


Is this you cal! life 


Just to look and look 
With longing eyes ? 
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THE JOURNEY'S SONG 


The cup of my life 

You have filled hundred ways 
How can I say, you give nothing. 
Oh dearest : 

My illusion you burn away 

Let my boat sail to thy sea. 


It is you who attract all creatures 

O great bond, you bind them all 
And again in an instant 

You hide them where nobody knows. 
1, the poorest of all earthly creatures, 
Ignorant as 1 am, cling to them 

Place them nearest to my heart 

And invite troubles unknowingly. 


Swan of soul as I am 

1 shall fly to Manasa, my home and destination 
Owing to my own folly I’ve lost my path 

And in my ceaseless wander 

It is your nectar of love 

That quenches my hunger and thirst. 

Being that nectar intoxicated 

I design this earth. 


Encircled by the darkness of ignorance 

And caught in the web of desires 

How can I see light, taste that nectar ? 

I shall fly away, wing the endless stretch of sky 
Sail over the waves 
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And cross the ice-capped mountains 
Before it is late—too late. 


You fill my beloved's heart with undying love 

In my child-like cry echoes the undying hope of life 
Dawn and dusk when aglow with beauty 

It is you who give life to my words. 

I, the captive, shall sing the glory of your lotus feet 
And only for that my veena vibrates. 


Forgetting that joy, I lose myself in indulgence 
But the night of union ends in no time 
Trading in illusive market means death 

And without realizing it 

I start bargaining for my treasure. 


Myself a tree in autumn 

Whose leaves turn yellow and hectic by despair 
Now falling, fast falling 

Yet I don't mind, never fee! the pang 

I know the treasure of heart 

Lying leagues under the sea. 


The bower of my life echoes his flute 

The breeze of life carries the sound of his steps 
All the gives and takes of life are his doing 

He is the great giver, don’t you feel his smile ? 
At his tender touch the bare autumn tree 
Thrills with green then why do you brood ? 


Let us start, O heart ! 

To the eternal Madhuban 

That land of beauty, the land of dear rasa 
Where you shail meet your dear one. 


He will carry your life in his chariot of victory 

He will guide you to the land of light 

Your journey will end in a thrill 

Your doubts, pains, everything will come to an end. 
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All your sins, and misdeeds will vanish 
You will be blessed at his presence 
Your will be all a flame in purity. 


The lord of my life has come to me 
Let my boat sail to his sea. 
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TO CLOUD 


Come, O Cloud 

Come with your rumble 
Relieve the pain of the earth 
O Cloud, come. 


Waving the veil from the north 
You play with the playful lightening 
O Cloud, the killer of sorrow 

You come with the thrill of joy 

To all, lifeless and dead. 

O Cloud, come. 


The earth is parched 

The path is dreary and deserted 

On a dull day a damsel! 

Spreading her veil on your way calls 
O Cloud, come. 


Enfolding the sky all around you come 
And with you comes the life eternal 
Come, O source of immortal life 

Fai! not 

O Cloud, come. 


The thirsty streams call 

The barren crags call 

The dry field, trees and grass 

All call, O Cloud come 

Wipe out the sorrow of the earth. 


The poet, weak and ineffectual 
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Calls you who feels the agony of life 
Asks you, Oh the picture of etemal dance 


Where is your ever new, everlasting msa ? 
O Cloud, come. 


With nimble steps when you come 

Unfurling the veil of cloud in winter wind 

O serene Green ! Where is the room for pain 
O Cloud, come. 
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THE KINGDOM OF FOX 


Where are they now, Oh, where are they 
The tigers and lions, the great giants ? 
In the forest whereever you look 
You find today 
Only sly foxes moving in packs. 


They are the patriots, 

“Service to nation” is their rhotto 

Which hangs ike a refrain after every speech. 
Love for people turns them mad. 

Raising their hands in a frenzy they call 
‘Drive away all fears from your heart, O brothers 
Follow us and strengthen our hands 

For your betterment we shal! fight 

Sacrifice every drop of blood 

So that you can see better days. 

There shall be no cry for food and clothing 
There shall be no difference 

All shall be brothers 

We are determined. 


Seeing their determination 

Sages stcal away to the forest 

Listening to their high sounding nothingness 
Goddess Sarswati hides her face in shame. 
The old haggard vulture 

Cries out from the branch of the tree 

‘We belong to different species 

All not foxes.’ 
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You cunning hypocrite ! 

We have seen enough, 

Enough of this game of guile. 

Now the time is ripe for Kali to appear 
Otherwise who will remove this black splinter 
From the society of balck marketeers. 
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SERENADE 


As fragrance mingles with the wind 

Rivers flow to the sea 

As moon beams embrace the vast green field 
So I become one with thee. 


Like a thirsty chakora 

I shall drink deep thy beauty 

Look at those wild, wild eyes 

Where the formless has its seat. 

My desperate life, tired and fatigued, 
Wind-like, rushes to a distance unknown 
Only with a hope to find thee. 


Unlock the door of your heart, O love ! 
Let those coy looks invite the dear one 
Iam not the thief of your life. 

The minstrel in his tired voice 

Echoes only my song. 


The fatal nuistakes, the piercing pain 

Are but normal things of life 

Iam only a wounded soldier 

Leaving behind the bounteous games of time 
Have come to you bleeding, 

Come to you to become immortal 


With thy love. 
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THE FAIRY TALE 


Like the peeping sun 

from behind the cloud, 
Her magic look stings 
And a restless young man quivers 
Like a creeper in the wind. 


Like the distant dark cloud, 

Like drops of dew on green grass 
Her eyes are dark, tender and wet. 
The dark plait of hair 

Ceaselessly unfastening on the back 
And blood oozing out from her lips— 
Ah, she dies ceaselessly, 

Dies a balmy death 

Out of tender shame. 


When she smiles, 

Autumn sefalis rain from the boughs 

On the bank of the river Ganga, 

The crest of white kasa quivers 

The boatman in his song sings about her— 
Sings about her merchant father 

Whose palace stands in Mithila. 

And how to that land of hers 

The clouds float and float 

Like an indifferent youth, sad. 


Enamoured by her charm and beauty 
Countless kings from far off kingdoms 
Rushed only to return in despair. 
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She remained a dream to them 
And her hand a star. 


But a minstrel from nowhere 
Came singing to her door 

And by the magic of his music 
The princess lost her patience, 
Lost her sleep and lost herself. 


His ash-smeared body 
His ochre coloured clothes 
Hypnotised the cute maid 
Who spread the garland 
round his neck and whispered 
“No one ever sang like you 
With your song overflowed 
The stream of undying love — 
My life flooded— 
And I was drowned.” 


In the streets of Mithila 

They moved hand in hand. 

People teased and laughed and talked— 
So many things about them. 

But like the smiling moon 

The minstre! softly murmured, 

“Oh dear ! Icould free my life 

Overcast with shadows of death 

Only through the song of love— 

The song I sang for thee.” 
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RICKSHAW PULLERS 


Like a donkey 
He labours all day long 
And looks like a living corpse. 


When rain comes gushing with wind 

He takes shelter on a rich man’s verandah 
His fearing eyes, his trembling body 

Give the impression of a ghost. 


Like mother's blessing when rain comes 
The parched earth thrills with life 

The cool breeze like beloved’s balmy breath 
Brings the spicy dream of morning 

That lulls the pains innumerable 

And the aroma of wet earth 

Brings new hope, new joy 

To the empty heart. 


In a moment he forgets everything ; 
He forgets his fatigue, his aching body 
He forgets his world, his self. 

When he looks at the sky 

His heart is filled with 

The tender feelings for the distant. 


He feels 
He is not lonely, not helpless 
Some one from within cries out 
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‘You are not a dumb drawn donkey’. 

He remembers how 

On the other side of the river 

His children would be waiting eagerly for his retum 
But how can he go ? 


He could not think 
How his sick wife could feed his growing ones 
When he has left nothing for her. 


After paying five annas to the master 

He has got only three annas as his share. 

The increasing numbers of rickshaws simply puzzle him 
He knows: not what to do. 


As youth teases decrepitude and death 

The wind laughs at his brooding, 

And the maid servant came howling like thunder 
‘Who is he sitting here like a ghost ? 

On what right ?’ 

The wife of the rich man shouted 

‘You lazy get out. Drive him out, 

No body knows what he is. May be a laper.’ 

“Get out you, fool’ again roared the maid servant. 
The master of the house accused him of thieving 
And asked his men to hand over him to police. 
At this the servant came shouting ‘Where is the rascal ?’ 


With a broken heave of sigh he got‘up 

All his dreams melted, all despair, 

Gazing at the topless towers of the city 
The rickshaw puller was on the road again _ 
Clutching his rickshaw 

And the lot of a beast of burden. 
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF EARTH 


Beside that far off river in a deep pit 
I've buried you in my own hand 
Over your head is the boundless blue sky 
At your side is the serene green forest 
And at your feet the stream murmurs 
with the perpetual source of nectar. 
Is it not better, far better, than the cunning pain 
In whose fold man suffers like a mute moth ? 


So the bed of dust, the power of ash, are welcome 

The memory of its pleasure thrills the man of wisdom 
When over your body shatl rush the flood of shravana 

All the unexpressed desires shall be quiet 

You shal! listen to the sweet murmur of stream and realise 
Dust is the ultimate end, the ideal goal. 
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CHARU MAZUMDAR 


Standing beside your body 

1 started brooding. 

Which fire could burn 

‘This heart, your heart ? 

Who can wipe out the leaping flame 

From the eyes of the million hungry youth ? 


The respiratory system failed 

The struggle was strangled 

In that mysterious maize called body 
You died. 

Nobody even offered a drop of water 
At the time of your death 

Who were there then beside you 
Men or beasts ? 


Your body lies neglected 

Amidst the swarms of flies 

Very soon they will consume your body. 
Happily they will sing 

The only stumbling block is removed 
The happy days of peace and love 

At last have dawned. 


After your death 

Rituals would display 

The fantasy of fine works 

The rascals would become the guardian of justice 
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Millions would die of bullet wound. 
Throwing away the pen 

The poet would clutch the sword 
Without knowing what to do. 


Instruction will come — 

“Kill without hesitation 

Even take the help of ‘brute force 
To keep up this prestige 

Of law and order.” 


Those who don't 

Believe in peaceful solution 

Let them jump to the Ganga sagar 
Before annihilation. 

But the poet asks 

‘Charu Mazumdar, my brother’ 
Would you tell 

Which issue of Devaki 

Brought you to this earth 

And now, you depart ? 


Helpless I 

Eagerly waiting for that eighth birth 
When amidst the sound of conch 
Kesava would be born 

And the earth would heave 

A sigh of relief, 
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Every true poet is a rebel. And rebellion 
in poetry manifests Itselt in a cry for a new 
order, a search for a different loyalty. 
Baikunthanath and his four fiterary com- 
rades, viz Annada Sankar Ray, Kalindi 
Charan Panigrah!, Sarat Chandra Mukher]i 
and Harlhara Mahapatra, tried their hands 
for a new poetic order that ultimately 
voiced the feelings of youth and captured 
the putse of a perpetually rebellious mind. 
Like the ‘Katlola’ movement {tn Bengali 
literature, ‘Chhayabadi!’ in Hind! and ‘Ravi 
Kiran‘ in Marathl, the ‘Sabuj]’ movement in 
Oriya literature left an indelible impression 
on contemporarywriters by its sheer novelty 
and force. Thus their revolt gave an essen- 
tial dimension to poetic creation. 


In this monograph, Sourindra Nath Barik, an 
Akademi-award-winning poet, has attempt- 
ed to understand the time Baikuntha tived 
in, presented Baikuntha’s life that is a cata- 
logue of sufferings, and explored Baikun- 
tha‘s literary harvest that is simply a faithful 
echo of that life. 
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